CHAPTER VH
INDIA AGAIN

ALTHOUGH leaving the children had been a great wrench,
Douglas and I had a pleasant time on board the Mantua.
John Vaughan travelled with us. We had the usual sports,
fancy-dress ball and so on. There was one incident on the
voyage to which I have often looked back with interest.
Indian fortune-tellers are generally known to be above the
average. We found a wonderful man at Port Said who fore-
told Douglas's future like reading a map. The Great War
was described and the anxieties and responsibilities entailed.
Douglas was to be successful in everything that he under-
took, and would save his country. Honours would be
showered on him, but he would be much concerned about
the sufferings around him. At the time I did not realise
properly the future that this man was unfolding.

We arrived at Bombay on October 22nd, and on getting
to the Taj Mahal found our old friend, Sir Pertab Singh,
who insisted, as before, on our being his guests at the hotel.
Douglas had written beforehand to an old servant of his,
"David", to get him some servants, and we found a butler
and ayah, also Douglas's old dressing boy "Furreed",
whom he had had ever since 1886 when he was in the yth
Hussars at Secunderabad.

When we had tidied up a bit and lunched, Sir Pertab
Singh motored us to see some Arab stables and showed us
the Maharajah of Gwalior's house beyond Malabar Hill.
The stables were particularly interesting and pony after
pony seemed to come out, and Sir Pertab and Douglas were
absorbed in their various points. I was quite at sea over their
eager talk, but realised that both agreed that the Arab pony
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